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WHITTHN FOR THE EUND AT REPUBLIC!
In the written drmma there' i no mys- -

tery crottr than tbi wytitrj ot the heart

Here ire nave the' 'createct Hemlet ot
modern times lay-In- ' bare to us the

depths and darkest struggle of
his ibul the aoui of Edwin Booth.

He Is ten years In his grave, and hs
was GO when he died; his honors have
been reaped and winnowed, and tire clear
golden grains of- his fame as a tragic

actor and as a noble man remain.
Not, however, with the Booth of his

later mejlowed and heavily laureled years
ha-- e we to do, but, with" the flery, mag-
netic. Impulsive .and yet not fully

Booth of forty years age-B-ooth

as he was in 1865 Booth in the
vigor of his fresh manhood, in his thir-
tieth year, successful as an actor, the
direct Inheritor of his great father's fame.

A crushing blow had fallen, upon him,
not comparable In lta message of woe per-
haps with the dread disaster that came
two years, later, when Abraham Lincoln
fell under the pistol, of his brother, John
Wilkes Booth; but how It reached down
to the1 very depths' of the' nature of this
young Hamlet may be seen.

Mary Devlin, the devoted, charming-wif-

of scant three years, lay dead "In
Dorchester. Mass... with Edwin away In
Mew York, though her child. Edwlna, a
year and. a half old. was with her.

Edwin's wooing of-th- lovely Mary, who
had been an actress, was an Idyl; her
death took on the notes of tragedy:

o. aaar OpbeUa. I am III at these numbers; 1
have aot art to nckoo my trains, but that I
lore the best. O. most best, believe It. Adieu.

This heart cry seems to run through
ell that follows, although no suspicion ot
a histrionic side to his grief, and his more
bitter Is apparent.
He quotca but rarely; be Is 111 and suffers.

"I love thee beat, O, most best, believe It."
Only after forty years shall the world

know the tragedy of that love as revealed
In a mass of letters, now archived In
the Authors Club" and given to the club
by the late Richard Henry Stoddard shortl-
y1 before his death.

LETTERS TO THE STODDARDS.
Of all the rare things belonging to the

Btoddard collection none are so reverently
guarded as these' time-wo- rn letters.,

The, letters were written dally and
oftener by Booth- to Richard Henry or
EDxabsth Stoddard.

Hltfierto unpublished because of their
most personal and Intimate character, the
material Is, now looaed to literature by the
death of the last member that memorable
three.

The letters may no longer be regarded
as sacred to the correspondents, but as a
rich legacy to the public which' gave
to all three a beautiful devotion and an
unfeigned admiration.

'The collection Includes but a single let-
ter of Stoddard's, and that was written
.under the patnfullest circumstance. There
are years ot letters from Booth and the
Stoddards, nd many from Mary Devlin,
written theyear before her death, and
her letter?, discoursing of nothing but
"Edwin." throw marvelous side light up-
on a character, daxxllngly Illuminated by
his own band.

Over the Stoddard side ot the story
some yet unfolded mystery bangs.

Here was warm and Intimate friendship
suddenly snapped.

The wreck of It Is mentioned in the only
Stoddard letter In the collection. How or
why it came thus to grief is not told.

How completely the poet had put It
from him may be guesed in the fact that
the "Recollections Personal and Literary,
by Richard Henry Stoddard." published
only a. week ago. contains no single ref-
erence to Edwin Booth

It Is not possible to discuss here or
quote from all of Edwin "Booth's letters.
That which may be written should be
reading light of some knowledge of his
and Mary Devlin's' brief life together and
of its other history.

What the. short1 years of the marriage
meant to both, ot Joy and- happiness, of
torture, and, patience.. love and remorse,
is espoftCAaked. In these strained lines

., of etnoUeual abandon, wrlttest dt-- Booth
In' a very delirium of sorrow.- - '

t The Ortrt jot the. letters was written the
week after, Mary death. Com-
pared, with those thaC toflowUhe letter ,1

tempera teJadiawred, In tone.--
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His agony Is but not as it Is
madly..

In that first letter he speaks of the
of her death. Cer-

tain "d d good natured friends" had car-
ried certain stories to her,
which. In her Booth
believed had killed her.

Booth's' Is painful enough
without too closely Into its
cause.

He at first calmly, the most
trivial matters, his and so
forth, but finally all his
gives place to an abandon of Brief.

He' tells of her of
putting them away, of the value to him
of the least of the articles that she has

of the finding of their
to which ho had tied the key

of her coffin.
He pins to paper all the morbid horror

of his mind.
IN THE ROLE OP KAT11KK.

My child should be a Folace to me but she,
alas! was my child, my baby wife, and no
other can nil her place I

Had she been lera childlike In her manners
you see 1 had ralf-e- her almost rrom a baby
end she had grown to regard me as a father
long before we married had she been more
sedate and matronly doubtless the baby would
more engross all my thoughts but now I
feel as though my child was dead and,

sweetness makes me sad rather than
chwrfuL

And then he adds, with a that
la rather than

"We had fish for dinner; the are
gone we are alone."

Then with
WhaC do they pue people In the

They oon'Omow. My father planted a penny
onca, expecting to find a guinea tn the spring-b-ut

It wouldn't wash; would to God,, Dick,
that you and I could cultivate coffins eh?
"Now In the wild discord of the man's

soul began to sound that, weird, note of
which

all that he thought or wrote or did... Again
he wrote:

,My Dear Dick: Tour good long letter came
Tou only the second

tf ray letters. Did not .the 'first reach yout I
go to town y for the first time, to unpack
my French wardrobe: I wonder'lf Mollie. (the
pet name' cf his wife) will be present when I
do It.' and will like the. dresses I
boisht merely to please her. .

'J-- says Mrs. AT Is In town; I expect

fcfel

smi

iwv.-!- , '.. y

J??''3
ST5

is.-S'- S .'31. 3

MSS

H$ Sij:siss I
,Tf5?-"?2- &?;,

& m

"ss- rf5

l&ftsSi;!ii

BiSM
.X

!&&.,
S3

B'M'Sfl&ffls 6t& ".:?Mi ,4,

irss m
i'.'lv-f-lKrsisv $m

fey

fe M

m-

jwiQse, roHnsp.
EHR'mmBpIXZP WTTZZ

jzniHSrcs: JSSBB.E.T
JF&OMHJPH.O.'roQ-IL&F'JTJA- r

orjM-TSfgjS&T-

vr.zQvrfr

zms&ix-t- i

?m

5s"i B
M

U1H

K T VX
Vi&:t

"iv
h"i

am
m

i---

V ,(S- - 1 ? ". V?V fvflv

1 Z?&

r&'SP&iti

betrayed,

circumstances

disturbing
enfeebled condition.

bitterness
Inquiring

discusses,
wardrobe,

handling "things,"

touched; marriage
certificate

slmnliclty
plaintive grotesque:

Tompklnses

startling transition:
sroundfort

superstition presently dominated

yesterday. acknowledge
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her out "here this, morning If that's the case.
Why Is lti''l wonder, that neither they (the
glrlsivhV-Frrtende- lo be so full of Mollis) or

hove given me a liner Ho matter, we an
rauet go and bo forgotten; don't epeak to them
about It. I'd net havo anything In the
,ot mock cjrnpathy forced from any one!
speak more In relation to the girls than F .
By the bye, you spoke of a piece he had'wrlt-tt- n

for one of the topers; you did not send
me that. Why not? I wish to gather and

that relates to her. How do ive Jtnow.
Dlrit. that that thrill of electricity (for I can
think It nothing more) had anything to do with
the depaitcd? ?Co. I do not think that Mary
has yet, or ever will to me. make herself man-
ifest.. 1 don't think I'm worthy "of It. I think
she has abandoned me forever I must
tee Elisabeth's poem" on Mollie. Won't you
write something for her, too? I'm very
dull and spiritless and must give you
only n, few hasty lines In 'acknowledgment of
the consoling one you sent me yppterday. Only
ttlnk of being Invited out to meet company at
dinner at this time! Are there not people In
this world whore-soul- s are formed of mud as
welt as their bodies? I think so. I have de-
clined an Invitation to meet the W s and
others at dinner boorish, ain't It?
, I have upset Thompson's work on
"Hamlet," haven't I? A letter from M yes-
terday says J Is very' kindly disposed toward
me; that Tie says he owes roe JW, but won'tpay till he ana I have a talk over matters,
etc., etc Do jou-no- t think that I might break
the contract obtained Tvhtn I was not in my
proper senses and let him bring suit against
me?

Tou understand how the matter stands; think
It. over and. give mt your Ideas In reference to
it, I think I can do It with Impunity. Home-
body has called Mrs. TV probably yes, 'tis
she, and'I must leave you for awhile Qoodby,
Dick! Mrs. W, Is upstairs with baby and
will soon be down.1 so 'I must cloto tn ntertnln
her. 9he tells me Wilson Is expected to sit upv

Till "toft" fht PPAnlns- T h.M TMI , ....
Ixve to' him and Usbeth. Adieu! I'll write
more at lengtlC perhaps .& has
not written. Strange- people In this world, are
there not? Love to "friends. Write long and
often. My things had better th me. They
Should be hunc up during" the summer.

The Inability here plainly expressed to
perceive his own responsibility, as well as
his .'ability to appreciate another' man's
commercial trick,, is'palnfully-characteristi- c

of .Booth's limitations,- and yet this
.indicates Jrather a timidity ot

which ever' caused hlmto shrink,
from than
an oblique way of looking at .the mor-
alities- , .i i s - - .

In the following letter be first reveals
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that fearful capacity for morbid
which wna his.

When he projects himself thus into a
hell so made

wayJ!hy bimsjlf fcr himself, we may be paid
me very caucuip uj. tuiuuyua

.woe:
HIS LOVE FOR MARY DEVLIN.

March 11, lses.-D- ear 'Mebtth: I far.cy- -1
.hope Iti la but fancy that you are a little an-
noyed with mo. I Judge from the'- close of your

.letter simply. I suppose I am more than usual-
ly, sensitive just now. This morning brousht
me a letter from Dick, with your poem. You
know how I Judge of things. What I like I
like, be it greet tr little. In my pior Judg-
ment, therefore, I roust say you. have chown
more thought than parsons. although
I fancy hlsroay be the more taking with the'
mass because It has a greater Jlnile. Is this
true criticism?

Don't be alarmed for me. 'IJsbeth. I am
.sura that when 1 get to work sxaln I shall be
ablo to look calmly back on things that were,
nor wish them present. Already I begin to feel
the strong conviction that this Is best. Mary's
love-wa- s too deep, too holy, .for such' a selfish.
beastly being as I am. "When I recall the many
sad trials I have given her. and the little Joy,
save In her own devotion, she derived from
her connection with me. I cannot bit think God
removed her to save her from a life of misery,
perhaps,- - for although my love was d

in my soul, yet I could nevr show It; I was
ever cold, Indifferent, and even have made her
weep most bitterly when, like a statue. J re-

ceived her deep devotion. Tes. It Is right. It is
Just. The trouble here, forgetfulness. Is like a
nightmare to me; but tf Iri the time" to come I
should, amid the excitement of the world and
my profession, cease to think of her. that would
be damnable.

This fear Is as great a burden to me, almost,
as ber absence Is, I look back now. but only
occasionally, to my youthful days, when I lost
my father la Just the same manner; with, the
same disease he died, a father most dearly,
fondly loved. I look back without a'tear, with-
out a sigh, and It Is difficult at this time even
to recall his features. 'Great God! Will this
ever he' the' case with Mary? I lay awake last
night reading a book' she used to read. .and.
falling asleep., I dreamed, not of her, as I
had hoped I would, but of Wilson.

I. thought he, came Into my room, pale, but
well, and In the' act of buttoning his vest, say-
ing. "Tou didn't expect me. ,dld you?" I
thought we sat and "tea'd" together. Is he
well? I hope so.

Now, I hope Dick will se to work and say
something for" Mary; It Is sweet lo, know how
deeply she was loved- - Poetry conveys to me

Insight oe the heart' than "words' or
tears or' protestat6 ot any kind. I suppose
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this Is but fancy, too, but so It Is. It I were
a. poet I could tell you how I loved my bird:
but as It Is I can only-si-y I loved; and let you
guess how deeply.

This la a miserable day. Spring has not yet
begun to write' ray darling's etitaph In flowers
a cold white shroud still wraps eartn ana tne'
winds are moaning- - winter's requiem. At least.
1 hope' sc, for it Is tlmV he was gone': and 'al-

though the seems sadder, to me .now
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shadow, .I.shall be'glad when I can.Tckon

this season with . the. past, God bless you.,
Write. Love to Dick. EDWIN.,

.The closing sentences of this letter, Insound the only artificial riote In the'en-- o

JJre collection.. The perfect poetry "of the.
man was so much' greater than the poetry ",
of-ar- t; and those final lines are' the only
indications ot any, effort on his part, at
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any time, to affect the to litera-
ture. Tt J, hi, onjy ftllUT.

A whole universe of tragedr erealed
those words, "Little Joy.-a- v to. n

devotion,' she derived front W on

with me." '

Latcc Booth" writeia, letter that ,
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